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fort; it was strewn with giant boulders as if the
Almighty had grown tired of the symmetry of the
thousand-foot-high range and had hurled part of the
mountain down to earth. I climbed along a ledge half-
way up the crimson face of the cliff until I reached the
green mossy place where a tiny streamlet runs from a
fissure in the rock. The damp air was fragrant with
the smell of mint and moist fern. A luxurious fig
tree sprouted by the little basins of limpid water.
Nabathaean inscriptions were cut in the rock above
the spring. I pondered on the markings. What manner
of men were these ? Were they as well equipped as I
am to find happiness ?

Freh, the marksman of the fort, appeared with his
rifle to guard me as I climbed down. The bedouin say
there are tigers in these mountains; I only saw a sandy
fox, perhaps the father of the disreputable fortress cat
which is striped black and yellow. We passed a patch
of sand decorated with mauve and white crocuses.

"Quwaiyis," I said.   "Pretty."

" Not good," he said. " They're bitter. The sheep
won't touch them."

Sudan ran out to meet me, wild with excitement.

"It's all right," he said. "You, Bek, and I can
now leave for my home. Camels will be ready to-
morrow at eight. Can we go ? "

"Yes."

He rushed away in triumph.

There were two reasons why I wanted to visit Sudan's
home. His people wandered in the hills beyond the
mountain of Sharif Thuraiya, which I wished to see.
Also, I was curious to catch a glimpse of his wife,
though I realized this might be impossible.